of four generations of Livingstons. Even Mary, James thought
Irrelevantly, looked faintly attractive in the mellow tinge of the garden.
They had a sketchy supper of sandwiches, iced tea and strawberry
tarts. Dumas cornered Rufus about his candy bars, " We've talked
music all afternoon," he said. " It's your turn now. I've seen your
advertising from downtown to the suburbs. Whose cookery book
made a pioneer out of you? "
Without ornamentation Rufus told the story of his business start.
Terse as it was, he held the interest of everyone within range. Julia
heard the whole of it with secret admiration for Rufus' enterprise. If
only she could think of something to start on her own! But, lacking
capital, what could she do?
Dumas asked Rufus about his father.   "Is he still in town? "
Rufus shook his head. " He's in California. This is no place for
him. Mentally and physically he needed a change."
" And how is your mother? " asked Mary tactlessly, forgetting that
no one mentioned Almira Drake, since her separation from her hus-
band and her return to her own family had become common gossip
early in 1930.
" I don't know," said Rufus briely.
Mary looked astonished.   " You don't know? " she echoed.
Julia looked daggers at her and Mary subsided, conscious that there
was something in the air she didn't quite understand.
Rufus' scorn for his mother edged only a notch above pity. He
never visited her. Once in a while he sent her a note; at Christmas
he gave her flowers. But he refused her money without a qualm.
" You can get it from your family, mother," he told her coldly. " You
belong to them now."
It was Rufus' candy business that had made his father's trip to
California possible. Mr. Drake's heartbreak over his wife's desertion
exceeded his grief over his business failure. There were plenty of
woinen in Riverside, however, who saw the passing of Almira Drake
with secret satisfaction. She had been a snob of the worst sort, ruth-
less in her social machinations and her dealings with anyone who had
tp work for her. Mary was so removed from the social picture now
that she was scarcely aware of the toppling of this overbearing queen.
It was of more interest to her that a large and successful business like
Rufus Drake's had gone to the wall. She looked at the family
grouped around her with quiet satisfaction. At least the Livingstons
were still intact. Then, with the old familiar pang, she saw that
James was pouring himself another drink. As long as that went on,
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